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In spite of the burning of the Wolf House and the burning
up of his crops in the long drouth of the summer, the year
1913 proved to be his most fruitful; in it he reached the
climax of his career. Four of his novels were serialised in
magazines, among which was The Scarlet Plague, which
showed how mankind reverted to primitive life when a
plague wiped out civilisation. In book form there were
published The Night Born, which contains the stirring tales,
"The Mexican," "To Kill a Man," and "When the World
Was Young"; a short prize-fight novel, The Abysmal Brute,
based on a Sinclair Lewis plot; and, within sixty days of
each other, his two great novels, John Barleycorn and Valley
of the Moon. This record of accomplishment made the
publishing world regard him not so much as a man, as a
natural force.

Fate, which could deliver shattering blows, could still
treat him as its favourite. Towards the end of the year,
having completed the exhausting Mutiny of the Ehinore and
needing a big idea to revitalise him, his friend Ed Morrell
was released from San Quentin. After having spent five
years in solitary confinement Morrell had been taken out
of the disciplinary strait-jacket and black hole to be made
head trusty of the prison. For many years Jack had been
working to have him pardoned, and at last succeeding, wired
Morrell "Congratulations and welcome home." The two
men met at the Saddle Rock restaurant in Oakland, where
they made fast a friendship that had been begun through
correspondence, as so many of Jack's friendships had begun.
Morrell spent much of his time on the Beauty Ranch feeding
Jack's lifelong interest in criminology and penology, subjects
on which Professor Chaney had been writing with in-
telligence before Jack was born. Before long he had plunged
into his eighth and last great novel, The Star Rover, powerful
in emotional impact when describing the sufferings of the
men lashed into canvas strait-jackets, tender in feeling
when describing the friendships between the prisoners in
their airless cells, bold in imagination when projecting their
backward flights into the realm of time. For pure death